52          THE   INDIAN   SCENE
with me is not this, but the view of the city from the unromantic flat roof of the railway station. It lies white in the morning sun, encircled on three sides by mountains rising to three thousand feet, up which the old brown walls run precipitously to forts on the heights. The mountains are dead gold, with a veil of sparkling silver thrown over them. The description sounds extravagant, but I can think of nothing else. The veil is the much-abused dust of India, rising from the plain, and catching the sun as it ascends. It gives you a chronic slight sore throat when you are driving or travelling, but morning or evening it adds a glory to the atmosphere which you will not see elsewhere.